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tunning along the ground disappeared and the earth
gradually started to drop away from the plane. I made
a few small and gentle motions with the controls, feel-
ing out the ship. It responded. I continued to climb
in a straight line, glancing from time to time at the
instruments and repeating those small movements of
the controls which are familiar to a test pilot. While
almost invisible, they are sufficient to prove that the
controls are active and in order. The plane flew ex-
tremely smoothly at about sixty miles an hour. It was
strange to pilot a ship and not feel a stream of air
on the face. Ahead on the front bridge stood the
mechanic. Once in a while he would turn his face
back with an expression of happiness and triumph.
As for myself I had, of course, a feeling of satisfaction,
and the huge, steady machine was pleasant to ride,
but I was busy with the controls trying to do the im-
portant job correctly.
Having reached some 400 feet, I started to turn
to the left. The plane performed nicely. A little
later, a second turn at some 600 feet altitude
was made, this time passing over the hangars and
the point of departure. The mechanic on the front
bridge was happily waving his hand to the huge
crowd below, the co-pilot behind in the large cabin
was looking down through the window. For a short
moment a happy realization that this was the long-
desired achievement flashed through my mind. The
next instant, however, I was again busy with the
routine test flight. Having enough altitude, and fly-
Ing over open fields, I could test out the controls more
extensively. The plane reacted well, but much more
slowly than a small one. Next, I put my hand on one